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his irrepressible jocularity. Early in 1905, recuperating from
a severe illness, he answered the letter of a lady he knew
well, requesting him to address a meeting on March 24th.
Explaining that, on his doctor's advice, his wife had taken
him in hand, he wrote: "I am not a free agent. I am under
the vilest form of despotic authority—Petticoat Government."
Then :
"I am fighting a pretty stiff battle to defeat the Government I am
using dynamite and bombs, and I hope I have overthrown some of
the principal buildings and shaken the autocracy; so that it is possible
I may be able on Wednesday, the ist, to write you a note, or send you
a wire: 'The enemy has fled. I will be with you.' But, if by that time the
Government is reinforced by Boreas, I arn afraid I will have to sur-
render without making terms. I dare say your husband knows, poor
man, what such capitulation involves!"
On July 27th, 1905, scarcely eight weeks before his death,
Barnardo wrote a "chatty" letter to his eldest son, Stuart,
in Trinidad. Addressing him as "my dear old chap33, lie
told about Founder's Day activities at the Homes, and the
meeting convened and presided over by the Lord Mayor of
London in the Mansion House to celebrate his sixtieth
birthday. Messages of congratulation had arrived from
every quarter of the world, among them a "very jolly
telegram" from the Queen. The speakers, too, included the
Duke of Argyll, the Recorder of London, Lords Brassey and
Reay, Bishops, and great Nonconformist divines. After a
racy account of it all, Barnardo continues in a strain quite
his own: "According to them all, I am an angel in pantaloons
and spectacles, and I have been looking at the glass since
then to see if my wings are sprouting, but cannot discern
any sign of plumage on either shoulder: so I expect the
angelic business is a little overdone!"
Again, for realistic humour, the last article Barnardo ever
wrote rivals the most vivid passages in Oliver Twist It Is
entitled Some Queer Children I have Met^ and, written shortly
before his death, it never was completed or revised: yet it
bubbles over with fun. The little characters, even in print,

